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Rw Ke Re Ko Ko Ka HK 


What's it they say? If you can't be with the one you love, love the one you're with? Whatever crack the first 


person that said that was on | sure as fuck wouldn't have wanted any -- ever. 


| don't know how many times I've woken to short dark hair rather than that I'd been dreaming of, or how 


many times he's come to with unkempt red hair on the pillow next to his rather than.. than what? 


| don't usually know who Ben has in his life most of the time, even though this time l'm more than aware 
whom he's currently involved with and yeah, that probably makes me the bastard they all undoubtedly think | 
am. But you know what? I'm not turning him away. | don't know what drives him knock on my door at three in 
the morning, what makes him beg me to fuck him blind, why he needs that kind of loving but he does and 
that's what it is loving. 


| know its not what most would people understand that word as, maybe not even what they'd see it as either 
though they might understand more than most.. well until they found out. It's not soft or sweet - it's hard 


and, at times, almost brutal, but it is caring. 


We're not fuck buddies as such, though | sometimes really doubt we're friends either, but | do care for him 
and he for me. He's had more than his fair share of me needing to feel, of me being more fucked up than | 


care or want to remember. 


| don't know what sends him running or what, or possibly whom, he's hiding from; just that he ends up here, 


which these days is a long way to run. So no, l'm not turning him away. 


He never talks about it and | don't ask. We've tried the relationship thing, it doesn't work; it can be both too 
much and not enough. We've known each other too long not to think there's anything new, to think you know 
everything there is to know about each other when of course we don't. We're both good at only showing what 


we want people to see, even to each other. After all these years, you'd think we'd know better. 

The lump beside me starts to wiggle and snuffle, a sleepy head turns and smiles at me momentarily so open 
that it totally changes the person beside me before it dies, hardening, becoming more guarded. Whoever he 
was dreaming of, as being next to him, it wasn't me. 

"Mark..2" 

"Ben..2" 


~End~ 


